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'y Watson waited on the corn.
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mighty conflict with

any minute and insist on
# coat; his mother could be
some that way sometimes.

mg this morning to wait
er, but the only way to

finding a hat was the
nail in his foot and co
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oil artfully concealed i
and he felt desperate.

any of the Watson boys

rough and unladylike in t!
9 that was why Wilford came
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\tsey's manner was cold.

You goin' fer butcher-ride?"
atsey answered with very

th

Say, Pat, lemme go,”  Wilford
Nope,” Patsey replied, indiffer-
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Aw, do, Pat, won't cher p"

(rve she dismissed a sery.

it more serious to drop a final
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in a small town in “ln.hobl The family

on ‘section,” and nine
and is

work for

His dulln‘- wii
aracter.
| spoke of how particular she was. She
said she had insisted on correct en-
unciation from the first. So Wilford
said again :
“Aw, do, Pat, won't cher?”

Patsey looked carelessly down the

street and began to sing :
How much wood would a wood-
chuck chuck
If » wood-chuck could chuck wood.
What cher take fer butcher-ride,
Pat?” Wilford asked
“What cher got?"
Patsey had -togped
still beat time wit/
aginary music.
Wilford produced s jack-knife in
very good repair,
Patsey stopped beating time, though
unlg for an instant. It does not
to be too keen,
““‘It's & good un,” Wilford said with
ride.
lades.”
“Name yer price,” Patsey

singing, but
his foot to the im-

ination.
deliv’rin.”

““Not much, I won't,” Patsey de-
clared stoutly. “You can ride three
days for it.”

&ilford began to whimper, but just
then the butcher cart whirled around

the corner,

Wilford ran toward it Patsey held
the knife,

The butcher sto ped and let Wilford
mount. It was all one to the butcher,

He knew that he usually got a boy | lie goes awgss

at this corner.
Patsey ran after the butcher cart.

He had caught sight of someone
whom Wilford had not yet  noticed.
t was Mrs. Ducker. Mrs., Ducker

had been down the street ordering a
crate of pears. Mrs, Ducker was just
as particular about pears as she was
about final g's, so she had gone her-
self to select them.

When she saw Wilford, her son,
riding with the butcher, well, really
she could not have told the sensation
it gave her. Wilford could not have

told, either, just how he felt when he
saw his mother, M
er and her son had a distinet sensa-
| tion when they met that morning.

‘ No sooner had he left the seat than | far’ than wear a crown !
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| ford dared not ask for the return of | the
| the knife; his mother
that he had dealings

| Watson, and his account at the mat. | everything was ready for Pearl's du.
| ernal bank w

nity, regarding the downcast little boy
with e
Ducker !

ly homeward, but, oh, so glad that
she had saved him from the corrod-
ing influence of the butcher boy

ening the china buttons on his waist
| preparatory to a season of rest and
retirement, that he might the better

knife proudly.

to himself. “I'm kinder so
his down now. i
let him have the week

no luck in being mane,"

ed with Polly
when she needed her most: “after me the
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means contentment and contentment is

con luctive to good health,

“It’s a Roger, mind yo—two =
summer,

¥ con- | wonder where she could secuce help.

descanded, ‘after a deliberate exam. | Then she had an inspiration !

Lomme ride all week, ord'rin’ and [on the oaboose.  The eldest Watson
girl was big enough to work.
would get her,
work out of her if they could.

son announced to his family that old
Sam Motherwell wanted P
out and work off the caboose

and threw her apron over her ead

|on me warts?" Bugsey asked.

wash #

s
at once that her
about tq be submerged in tears, idle
tears.

commonded in her most authoritative
voice.
blazing eyes,

the stain off me house once and for-
But both Mrs. Duck- | ever "’ waving her arm dramatically
toward the caboose which formed the
sleeping apartment for the boys. “To
die, to die -, those we love is nobler
Pearl had
attended the Queen Estber cantata
winter before. She knew how
would know | poor Esther felt.

with Patsey | Op the following Monday afternoon

She called Wilford, and he came,

already overdrawn. | parture. Her small supply of cloth-
Mrs. Ducker was more sorrowful ing was washed and ironed and neat-
Jth.n angry. ly packed in a bird-cage. It was

“Wilford " she said with great dig- | Mary who thought of the bird-cage
i “sittin’ down there in the cellar
doin’ nothin’ and with a ‘andle on
it, t00.” Mary was getting to be
almost as smart as Pearl to think of
things.

Pearl had bidden good-bye to them
all and was walking to the door when
her mother called her back to repeat
her parting instructions,

““Now, mind, Pearlie, not to be

erated scorn, ‘‘and you a

She escorted the fallen Ducker sad-

While Wilford Ducker was unfast

3 S . e
ponder upon the sins of disobedience a:c::p;lsp;lrd ;::x:g:;";;nf; ;ok:"t
and evil associations, Patsey Watson showin' yer money ’or makin’
was opening and shutting” his new "

change wid anyone.
Pearl was not likely to disobey the
last injunction. She had seventeen
cents in money, ten cents of which
well h? J Teddy had given her, and the remain-
Sure there's ing seven cents had come in under the
heading of small sums, from the oth.
| er members of the family.
How Pearl Watson Wiped Out ‘ o B g1 L‘.fi'cicg“'h'fe.'."
the Stain with her worldly effects in the bird-
Mrs. Motherwell felt bitterly griev- cage, as she left the shelter of her
for failing her  just father's roof and went forth in-
untried world. She
Mrs. Francis' to say good-
f bye to her and Camilla,
| ., Mrs. Francis was much pleased with
| Pearl's spirit of independence and
spoke beautifully of tﬁ: opportuni-
:lmu for service that would open for
er.

“You must keep a diary, Pearl,”
she said enthusiastically. ¢Re
in it all you see and
have such a splendid opportunity of

“It was easy done,” he was saying
y I jewed

CHAPTER X1.

up all | oyar to

hear how you are impressed with the
%ran green world of Out of Doors|
ake care of your health, too, Pearl;
see that your room ventilated.”
While Mrs, Franois elaborated on
the elements of roper living, Camilla
(m the kitchen ﬁnropen.d the little
bundle in the cage, and put into it
& pair of stockings and two or three
| handkerchiefs, then she slipped in s

Making Friends,

There s an atiraction in our calves that | i1 purse containing tep shining
is founded on sentiment. n h
bets of them when young so that they | arranged the bundle to look just as it
0 [will develop o ®good  disposition,

We should make | Y0 cent pieces and an orange. She

which | did before, so that e would not
have to meet Pearl's atitude,

‘ Camilla hastily set the kettle to
boil and began to lay the table, She
she said. She began to | could hear the velvety tones of Mrs,

rancis’ voice in the library.

““Mrs. Franois speaks
guage,”’ she gaid
“‘but it can be t,
and butter and apple sa
into shoeg and stocki , when you
know how to inter ret it. ut
wouldn't it bo dreadful if she had no
one to express it in the tangible
things of life for her, Think of her
talking about proper diet and aids
to digestion to that little hungry girl,
Well, it seems to be my mission to step
into the gap—I'm a miss with a mis-
sion’’—she was gl; ng some cold ham
as she spoke—*T gm something of a
health talker, tog,"

Camilla knooked at the library door
and in answer to Mrs, Francis’ invi.
t-_t‘;on to enter, opened the door and
sad ;

“Mrs. Francis, would it not be well
for Pearl to have lunch before she
starts for her walk in the country,
the air is so axhilnr-ting, you know."

““How thoughtful you are, Camilla "
Mrs. Francis exclaimed with honest
admiration.

Thus it happened that Pearlie Wat-
son, aged twelve, began her journey

The Watsons still owed ten dollars

They
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The next Saturday night John Wat-
earlie to go
lebt

Mrs. Watson cried, “‘God help us "

““Who'll keep the dandrew out of me

Mary said tearfully, “if Pear.

“Who'll m,

me remember to spit

0’1l kunp house when ma goes to
wee Tomny wailed dismally.
Danny's grievance could not be ex-

in words, He buried his tousy
pron, and Pear saw
whole house were

‘“Btop you bleatin’, all of yez!" she

“T will go!” she said, with
“T will go, T will wipe




